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and we remark at once a note familiar enough now,
but wholly unfamiliar to the generation to which
Thomson belonged:

As when a shepherd of the Hebrid Isles,
Placed far amid the melancholy main
(Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles,
Or that aerial beings sometimes deign
To stand, embodied, to our senses plain)
Sees on the naked hill, or valley low,
The whilst on ocean Phoebus dips his wain,
A vast assembly moving to and fro;
Then, all at once, in air dissolves the wondrous show.

It was not till seventy years afterwards that Words-
worth's cuckoo was heard

Breaking the silence of the seas
Among the farthest Hebrides,

or that Keats in The Eve of St Agnes wrote Spen-
serian stanzas in like or more melting verse. For
the voice of Thomson in 1730 anticipates the
surer melodies of the great poets of ' the Romantic
revival'. Or take the following passages from
Spring, the first of the four Seasons:

Oh come !  and while the rosy-footed May
Steals blushing on, together let us tread
The morning dews, and gather in their prime
^rash-blooming flowers, to grace thy braided hair
Uid thy loved bosom that improves their sweets,
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Fair-handed Spring unbosoms every grace :

Throws out the snowdrop and the crocus first,

The daisy, primrose, violet darkly-blue,

And polyanthus of unnumbered dyes,

The yellow wall-flower, stained with, iron brown,

And lavish stock that scents the garden round.
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